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orld Premiere My Butt 


hat the heck do people 
mean when they say “pre- 
miere”? 

I thought “premiere” meant, 
“This is the first goldang time 
they ever showed this movie— 
anywhere.” 

But every week I get stuff in 
the mail from film festivals— 
where did all these film festivals 
come from?—where they’re all 
advertising the “premiere” of the 
same movie. They've got your 
West Coast Premiere, your East 
Coast Premiere, your Florida Pre- 
miere, your European Pre- 
miere—and I’m thinking, “What 
am I supposed to do—call my 
mom and say, ‘Don’t forget—this 
weekend is the first time they'll 
be showing The Getaway in south- 
ern Illinois? Of course, they al- 
ready had the northern I\linois 
premiere. I hope you didn’t miss 
it. 

You know, there used to only 
be two film festivals in the whole 
world—the Venice Film Festival 
and the Cannes Film Festival. 
And these two festivals would 
compete for films, and which- 
ever one got the film, they would 
have the premiere. Which meant, 
that was the first place and the 
first time you could see the movie. 
They didn’t have the Italy Pre- 
miere and the France Premiere. 
They just had the premiere. Now 





Bo Derek lives to emote again, in Woman of Desire. 


even they don’t do this. They just say ithastobethe has a film festival. There’s a film festival in Avoriaz 
first time the movie’s been shown outside its native thatsends me press releases. I don’t even know what 


country. 


country Avoriaz is in. They've got Science Fiction 


And the reason they do this is that there are 497 Film Festivals, Horror Film Festivals, French Film 
million film festivals out there. Passaic, New Jersey, Festivals, Iranian Film Festivals, Children’s Film 


Festivals, and even Porno Film Festivals. And ever 
dang one of these things has premieres. 

Listen to me. As long as the film doesn’t get 
scratched, it doesn’t make any difference whether 
you re the first person to watch the movie or the nine 
millionth person to watch the movie. It’s not like the 
actors are gonna perform better for that opening 
night crowd. It’s not like the director is gonna say, 
“Wow, this is such a great feeling tonight, I think I'll 
throw in three extra scenes, just for the premiere.” 

If it’s in the movie, it will stay in the movie. 

If it’s not in the movie, you can’t make it appear 
by going on opening night. 

Don’t send me any more invitations. Please. 

lll go to the Joe-Bob’s-Neighborhood-in-Grape- 
vine-Texas Premiere. That'll be just fine with me. 

And speaking of something you'll definitely 
wanna rush right out and see in wide-screen 
Cinerama Technicolor Smell-o-Vision, Bo Derek is 
getting nekkid again, but this time it’s possible to sit 
through the entire movie, because John Derek is not 
directing. Actually, Woman of Desire is one of the 
weirdest goldang things I’ve run across lately, be- 
cause the guy who is directing is Robert Ginty, star 
of The Exterminator and many other tough-guy 
action flicks. 

He wrote this script about some people on a 
Caribbean island who run around double-crossing 
one another and jumping in and out of bed a lot, and 
he got Robert Mitchum to be in it, even though Big 
Bobis slurring a lot of his words these days, and then 
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he hired Jeff Fahey and Steven Bauer, who are the 
two guys you hire when you can’t get Bruce Boxleitner 
and Jeff Conaway, and then he hired Bo to be the love 
interest get-nekkid-every-ten-minutes femme fatale 
Sharon Stone type. And I watched about half of this 
movie, thinking to myself, “You know what? Bo has 
finally gone to the Actors Studio or somewhere and 
got her some lessons.” 

And then I realized that about every fortieth 
word Bo said had a teeny tiny British accent. 

And then I realized that Bo’s voice has changed. 
A lot. 

And then I realized that Bo’s mouth doesn’t 
always open at the same time the word comes out. 

Don’t worry about it, though, because you'll 
never be looking at her mouth. | 

What we got here is basically the story of a guy 
who washes up on the beach one day, babbling about 
the yacht he fell off of, and then you find out that Bo 
Derek was on the yacht, and she was sleeping with 
him, and she was also sleeping with a guy who died 
on the yacht, and she was also sleeping with another 
guy on the yacht, and she was also sleeping with half 
the sailors in the Atlantic, and pretty soon Jeff Fahey 
is being charged with murder and sent to the Cross- 
bar Hotel, but he manages to hire Robert Mitchum as 
his lawyer, and after about seventy-four confusing 
plot twists, we end up with the big “carnival” scene 
where it’s all explained—and lemme just say right 
here, if I see one more movie where the final chase 
scene is in acarnival, a Mardi Gras, a parade, a State 
Fair midway, a funhouse, the Santa Monica Pier, or 
anyplace else that has goofballs wearing giant clown 
faces, ’m gonna puke on my shoes. 

I hate to tell on Robert, but this script has one 
scene in it where he steals a whole speech from 
Tennessee Williams’ play Orpheus Descending, 
which was made into the movie The Fugitive Kind 
starring Marlon Brando. It’s the speech where Marlon 
talks about the little birds that don’t have legs and 
spend their whole lives on the wing. When I saw the 
scene in this movie, I thought it was a joke at first, 
but they doit with a straight face. They just lifted the 
speech out of the play—or maybe the movie—and 
thought nobody would notice. 

What is this world coming to? 

Two dead bodies. Seventeen breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. Gratuitous midget. The dreaded mul- 
tiple flashback Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Jeff Fahey, as the dimwit sailor who says 
“I would have done anything for her”; Steven Bauer, 
as the iron-faced boyfriend who says “If this guy lays 
a hand on you, Ill kill him”; Robert Mitchum, Mr. 
“Thunder Road” himself, for keeping that drive-in 
career alive; and Bo Derek, as the Queen Slut of the 
Caribbean, who says “A long time ago I decided that 
the key to life was pleasing men.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Miscellaneous 

Standee of Traci Lords, star of Ice, The Far Side 1989-90 
wall calendar, I Stumped Jackie The Joke Man! yellow mug, 
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle scarf, Showdown canvas square 
duffel bag, Goodwrench Inner Tube, Juggling bean bags, North- 
ern Exposure memo book (3), MPI Home Video western ban- 
dana (red), Sneakers pop-up 1993 desk calendar (2), TransEco 
Possum & Rodent Snare Trapping Kit, Telegraph Avenue 
Street Calendar 1993, naked woman mini jigsaw puzzle, 
Stephanie’s “The Truth About Men” 1993 calendar. 





Municipal Bondage (Henry Alford): In this 
smart and quirky assortment of comic investiga- 
tions, Alford goes “undercover” in New York to 


examine random eccentricities of life in The Big 
City. His unconventional exploits include a self- 
acclaimed career as an earlobe model, the inven- 
tion and marketing of the snack food Nubbins, a 
one-time perilous stint as chauffeur for the Demo- 
cratic National Convention and an inquest into 
the hazards of nude housecleaning. Outrageous 
four-star nonfiction. ($18. Random House, Inc., 
New York, NY.) 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 
appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 
10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pa- 
cific. 

May 28: “Slimeball Month” 
concludes with special guest An- 
drew Robinson, the psycho in 
Dirty Harry and the geeky hus- 
band in the original Hellraiser. 
Robinson will appear with Joe 
Bob before and after the first 
feature, Trancers 3: Deth Lives. 
That’s the movie in which Tim 
Thomerson, the Jim Rockford 
of Time Travel, is galloping 
through the centuries again, this 
time stopping in the year 2005, 
where he’s determined to wipe 
out the operation of Andrew, as 
an evil colonel who injects sol- 
diers with steroids to turn them 
into killing machines. This early 
version of the “Trancer” could 
result in a billion deaths in the 
future, unless Thomerson and 
one of the AWOL steroid sol- 
diers, Melanie Smith, can nip 
it in the bud. Two stars. (Second 
feature: Fatal Charm: Christo- 
pher Atkins is a convicted Ted 
Bundy-type serial killer, and 
Amanda Peterson is the tor- Andrew on the right.) 
tured teenager who believes he’s innocent, in this thriller where 
we spend an hour trying to figure out where and when the two of 
them will finally get together. Directed by the immortal Alan 
Smithee, with Andrew as the sheriff who tries to talk Amanda 
out of her ridiculous obsession by shoving pictures of Atkins’ 
victims in front of her. Two stars.) 

June 4: 976-EVIL IT: Debbie James is a buxom blonde living 
out the ultimate dirty-old-man nightmare as the leering, pus- 
faced high school dean, creepster Rene Assa, chases her around 
town while slaughtering other assorted nubiles, boyfriends and 
uniform-wearing extras, in this low-budget sequel directed by 
Jim Wynorski. Featuring a cute cameo by Brigitte Nielsen. 
Two and a half stars. (Second feature: House IV: Terri Treas 
moves into the creepy domicile with her wheelchair-bound daugh- 





Can you identify the serial killer in this picture? (That’s 


ter, Melissa Clayton, only to 
discover she’s living on top of 
an ancient Indian spring, and 
that a midget chemical mag- 
nate wants to demolish the 
house and use it as a dump site 
for toxic waste. Oh yeah, her 
dead husband, William Katt, 
keeps showing up, and the 
housekeeper is loony, and she’s 
not too sure about the pizza- 
delivery guy, either. Three and 
a half stars.) 

June 11: BikiniSummer IT: 
Jessica Hahn is a nymphoma- 
niac Home Shopping Network 
addict who rolls around her bed 
all day dressed in Victoria’s 
Secret lingerie, fantasizing 
about Jeff Conaway. Conaway 
directed this from his original 
story of two sisters who wear 
bikinis all the time and decide 
to bring a homeless couple home 
to live with them. The homeless 
guy plays guitar and sings lame 
love songs, but their dad, who 
spends all day being tied up by 
a big-breasted dominatrix who 
is also the Los Angeles district 
attorney, kicks them out of the 
house for having a pool party 
and damaging his golf clubs. So 
they open a night club and “party down.” Two stars. (Second 
feature: Dance of the Damned: Cyril O’Reilly is a sensitive 
vampire who preys on the fringes of society. One night he latches 
onto guilt-ridden, suicidal topless dancer Starr Andreeff, and 
the two of them fall in love as they delay the hour of her death. 
Three stars.) 

June 18: Prince of the Sun. (Second feature: Ulterior Mo- 
tives.) 

June 25: Totally Exposed. (Second feature: Animal In- 
stinct.) : 

July titles: The Banker, Emanuelle in Bangkok, Fatal Temp- 
tation, Hard Hunted, Killer Image, Rage of Honor, Raw Nerve, 
Sexual Response, To Protect and Serve, Tomcat: Dangerous 
Desire. 


We’re betting on Howard Stern to win... 


The FCC’s Death-Cage Match 


oward Stern is getting zapped with more fines 

by the FCC. Infinity Broadcasting, Howard’s 
employer, is getting into the steep green here, with 
millions already owed and people filing new com- 
plaints every day. And Howard says he won’t back 
down, and Infinity says they won’t back down, and 
the FCC says they won’t back down, either—and I’m 
excited to see this thing playing out. This is gonna be 
great. This is gonna be the biggest First Amendment 
Steel-Death-Cage Kung-Fu-to-the-Finish Grudge 
Match in American history. 

I think the government censors have finally 
made the fatal mistake. They’ve picked on a rich 
company and a popular guy, and so it won’t be over 
until the last lawsuit is appealed to the last dodder- 
ing old geezer on the Supreme Court. And when it’s 
over, I think it'll pretty much be curtains, el grande 
finale, Hasta La Pasta for the FCC’s adventures in 
Thought Policing. 

Now. The only thing that worries me about this 
deal is that there are educated people who are not on 
Howard’s side. I mean, I can understand a few 
graduates of the Hair Club For Men who run radio 
stations in Pocatello, Idaho, being on the FCC’s side, 
because they were spineless weenies to begin with. 
But there were book stores in Communist Massa- 
chusetts that refused to carry Howard’s new book, 
Private Parts, and there are actual professors, who 
tend to believe in free frigging speech, who think 
that Howard is on the wrong side of the pig sty here. 


Tai Collins prepares to shoot a bevy of inate K-Mart Indian 
arrows at an enemy helicopter. 








Julie Strain demonstrates traditional attire 
for the professional hitwoman, in Enemy Gold. 


I’ve even noticed lately that the ACLU, which 
pretty much exists for the purpose of the First 
Amendment, has become a bunch of marble-mouthed 
limp lobsters. Remember back 
in the eighties when they de- 
fended the Nazi Party’s right 
to have a public march in 
Skokie, Illinois, and everybody 
started cancelling their dona- 
tions to the ACLU? That was 
the /ast brave stand those 
people took. They won’t even 
come out strongly against 
“hate crime” laws, which are 
the ones that say you can be 
put in jail just for yelling cer- 
tain words at people. 

In other words, the whole 
country is turning into the 
moral equivalent of an 
undercooked Pop Tart on this 
issue, and I’m sick of it, so ’m 
gonna ask the readers of this 
column—the last bunch of 
screwed-up misfit Thomas 
Paine free-speech absolutists 


in America—to fire off a letter today to 
the Infinity Broadcasting Corp., 600 
Madison Avenue, New York, NY 
10022, that just says: 

“Don’t let the FCC weenies stop 
you.” 
And sign it, “One of the last believ- 
ers that the Constitution will win.” 

I’m gonna do it myself, just cause 
I get so depressed thinking that no- 
body believes in free speech anymore. 
Nobody a tall. 

Whenever I get depressed, though, 
I watch something like Enemy Gold, 
the greatest movie so far this year 
that features enormous-breasted un- 
dercover federal agents firing off au- 
tomatic weapons and riding dirtbikes 
through the East Texas piney woods 
in search of buried Confederate gold 
while being hunted down by a Boliv- 
ian topless-bar-owning cocaine dealer 
with terrible diction. flick. 

From that description, you're probly assuming 
that this is an Andy Sidaris movie. Actually, the 
great man has retired, and this is a Drew Sidaris 
movie. He taught his son how to make these things, 
and he gave him twenty bucks to do it. Together 
they've set up the finest foreign-financed movie 
production company in all of Shreveport, Louisiana. 





Federal ag 








Suzi Simpson takes aim at the camera. 








ts Mark Barriere and Bruce Penhall take their 
shirts off because...er...uh... because they’re in a Sidaris 


Suzi Simpson is federal agent Becky Midnight, a 
crossbow-wielding blonde with a Corvette and a 
need to change her clothes on camera every fifteen 
minutes. Julie Strain is Jewell Panther, the bru- 
nette hired assassin from Houston who likes to dress 
up in black-leather topless outfits and do sword 
dances by a campfire. Tai Collins (didn’t she sleep 
with a Senator or something?) is big boss Ava Noble, 
who lies on her bed in Washington and uses a 
cellular in the sauna a lot. Add a little beefcake, a 
speedboat race, an exploding helicopter, actors who 
can do an entire movie without changing expres- 
sions a single time, and some top-heavy kung fu, and 
you've got... a movie. 

Drew doesn’t have the full-bore Sidaris flair yet, 
but he’s just a kid. He'll learn. 

Twenty-two dead bodies. Twenty breasts. Ex- 
ploding pickup, with fireball. Multiple aardvarking. 
Hand-licking. (Yuk.) Exploding fishing shack. Three 
motor vehicle chases, with crash and burn. Tree 
branch through the neck. Exploding character actor. 
Catfight. Kung Fu. Bimbo Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Wess Rahn and Christian 
Sidaris, the screenwriters, for the line “You better be 
nice to me or I'll tell Uncle Jessie what you did to that 
chicken last night”; Suzi Simpson, as the enor- 
mously talented federal agent, for saying “You ve got 
to stop thinking of me as just another pretty face’; 
Rodrigo Obregon, as the Bolivian sleazeball who 
says “Jewell Panther! You are as beautiful as you are 
deadly!”; and Julie Strain, as the kinky slinky 
hitwoman, for saying “And when we find them, we 
can hunt them down like small animals, and no one 
will be able to hear their cries of pain and despair.” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[HE AMAZING MISTER BICKFORD 


99 66 


“Entrancing” “phenomenal” “bizarre” claymation by Bruce 


Bickford that “doesn’t make much sense,” highlighted by “an 
elaborate battle scene between spear-carrying natives and rifle- 
toting civilized folk,” “bloody dream sequences,” and “an impres- 


fe 
Bie, 


sive and very long bloody bar fight among clay patrons,” using a 
“morphing-type” technique. It’s all the “nightmarish, confusing, 
violent, fascinating” world of producer/director/writer/composer 
Frank Zappa, “designed for the drug culture” and conveyed 
through the technical wizardry of Bickford and, in “less impres- 
sive” sequences, traditional line-drawn animation. “It touches on 
racism, sin, sexuality, homicide, mayhem, social unrest—you 
know, all that zeitgeist crap. Oh, and not to forget... redemption!” 
“Absolutely fantastic animation. This should be seen by every- 
one.” “The claymation is so good that after a few minutes you 
forget about it and the film seems real.” “Probably the most 
skilled, most detailed stop-motion animation I’ve ever seen. 
Really beautiful stuff. My only problem is that I’m a very literal- 
and linear-minded person, so I’m frustrated when I can’t deter- 
mine what’s supposed to be happening.” “Consistently imagina- 
tive work.” “This ain’t Davey and Goliath or Gumby style 
claymation! Wild, violent, erotic mutating forms in a rapid 
barrage of images guaranteed to melt brain cells at 50 paces.” 
“The claymation has painstakingly detailed facial expressions, 
subtle body movements, huge crowd scenes, all perfectly coordi- 
nated. How does he do this?” Twenty-seven dead bodies. Twenty- 
two breasts. One motor vehicle chase. One exploding cigar. 
[Intercontinental Absurdities/MPI. 1978/87.] (Also reviewed by 
the Animation Committee, which gave it an 83.) Overall rating: 
91. 


S MALL WHITE HOUSE 


“Artsy-fartsy decadent-hipster types have sex and piss on 
each other a lot” in this “scatological” “depraved” “strange” “fun- 





Heather Elias gets ready to dance in Cristina Kuta’s bedroom, in the 
surrealistic Tijuana sex-and-symbolism fest, Small White House. 


to-watch” film with “absurd dialogue and a non-linear plot.” 
Skateboarding California dude Orb Kamm, “essentially doing a 
Sean Penn/Spiccoli impersonation,” goes to Tijuana with his 
“striking” “vivacious” Mexican girlfriend, the “compelling” “won- 
derful actress” Cristina Kuta. They meet a “philosophical street 
performer,” the “outstanding” Enrico Boettcher, who says 
things like “Julio Iglesias vomits to clean away the 
stench of your breath,” and “I need my scrotum tight- 
ened,” and he introduces them to a series of bizarre 
situations, like “a guy wearing overalls dancing with 
a sexy blonde with bad teeth while they stare at a John 
Wayne Gacy painting, a sex scene involving a fish 
bowl, and a topless girl riding a bicycle.” Meanwhile, 
Kuta “develops an obsession with urine,” then meets 
and falls in love with Heather Elias (“out of her 
element”). But Elias loves Kamm, so all three are 
married in a mock ceremony, but then Elias “freaks 
out and overdoses on a bow] of phenobarbitol Cheerios,” 
while Kamm is killed in an “amusing” parody of the 
JFK assassination. “This is a film about Tijuana like 
you always wanted it to be—not like it was when you 
actually got there. The whole film is one giant circus, 
but more fun. The festive carnival atmosphere re- 
minds one of a Mexican Godspell.” “The movie ap- 
pears to be a product of the performance art scene, and 
has many surreal touches. It runs too long and drags 
in spots, then it'll redeem itself with a funny line, an 
artistically photographed scene.” “Fun. Very imagi- 
native erotic scenes. I especially like the one involving 
bondage and chocolate syrup. As far as I can tell, the 
film does not make a damn bit of sense.” “This is what 
underground filmmaking should be—shocking, chal- 
lenging, but well-done.” “It manages to suggest 
Orpheus and El Topo simultaneously—still don’t know 
if that’s a good thing or not.” “Desperately artsy and 
a bit pretentious, it tries too hard.” “You won’t believe 
this. The sunny and colorful background of Tijuana 
scenery makes some lurid scenes easy to watch.” “Not depressing 
like most wacky independent films seem to be.” “Well done in a 
David Lynch sort of way.” “One can argue about the merits of this 
film, but it is beautifully photographed by Sven Kirsten.” 
“Boettcher looks like Mickey Dolan as one of The Avengers and 
acts like something out of A Clockwork Orange. Lovable but 
unfathomable.” “The Spanish music soundtrack by Nicolas Dodet 
works well.” Two dead bodies. Thirteen breasts. Aardvarking in 
a pile of seaweed. Cast: Brian Doyle Murray (“appears for about 
15 seconds” as Kamm’s father), Kathy Foy (Aphrodite), Free- 
dom Sukenick (Bobby). Writers: Richard Newton, Joy 
Nicholson (“clever”). Producer/Director: Newton (“good,” “fine,” 
“the next John Ford”). [To order, send $33.95 ($36.42 if you live 
in California) to Traction Avenue Films, 444 N. Martel Ave., Los 
Angeles, CA 90036. 1990.] Overall rating: 89. 


BRUTAL ARDOR 





99 66 


“Painfully depressing” “perverse” but “effective and memo- 
rable” story of a neurotic abused wife, the “compellingly real” 
Harriet Hendlin, “suitably oppressed and anemic,” who spirals 
downward until she stabs and kills her husband, “nail-bitingly 
realistic” Eugene Kallman. “A lot darker and twisted and 
realistic than your typical network-TV movie on the same subject 
would be. Full of guilt, hate, self-loathing, torment, depression— 
no escape.” “A serious, atmospheric film that draws you into the 
mind of an abused wife, revealing the brutality and cruelty of an 
abuse situation without being overtly violent.” “An ultra-realistic 
film that gives a documentary impression. You can almost ‘feel’ 
the loneliness, hopelessness, fear, guilt, and overwhelming de- 


pression.” “Hendlin’s low-key performance is so real it makes you 
feel like a peeping Tom. A chilling portrait of a sick, symbiotic 
relationship. One of those rare films that leaves one with brutal, 
indelible image-memory without ever actually showing the vio- 
lence. The off-screen violence is wordless and chilling—like an 
animal yelping.” “Feminist propaganda. The ‘feminist’ part 
doesn’t bother me, it’s the ‘propaganda’ part.” “Director 
Michael DiPaolo has a particularly good touch in the beat- 
ing scenes. All the violence is off-camera, while the camera 
focuses on the dark living room.” “Unsettling, effective reli- 
gious chanting in the background.” “Although it’s on video, it’s 
beautifully shot.” “A depressing, claustrophobic film. DiPaolo 
tries to be quite arty, but more frequently he detracts from 
what is a very human story.” “A stuffy shirt kind of film. Way 
too much true-life feel and not enough real entertainment 
value.” One dead body. Writer: Y. York (“good, especially the 
narration”). [To order, send $22.95 ($24.60 if you live in New 
York state), with a statement that you are over 18 years old, 
payable to Chiaroscuro, P.O. Box 2503, New York, NY 10108. 
1986.] Overall rating: 86. 


OU’VE MADE YOUR BED... 
NOW DIE IN IT! 


Three “intense, surreal” “disturbing but memorable” 
“shock films,” “nicely directed” by Richard Baylor, an Ameri- 
can who works in England. Thoughts from the White Walls 
stars S. Abbott (“best actor in the three films”) as aman who 
kills a child with his motorcycle, then is visited by the mother 
in his hospital room, where she has sex with him and takes 
sadistic revenge with a lead pipe. Dum Dum is a misfit’s sexual 
fantasies about amannequin who seems to come to life in the form 
of the “pretty sexy” Annette Ridgewell (“nice screen pres- 
ence”). The “best” of the three films is Good Things Happen to 
Those That Love the Lord, which is about a psycho preacher who 
“looks like Albert Einstein” and stalks whores. (“It includes 
shocking images of women in handcuffs, mouths taped shut and 
dressed in nun’s habits.”) Despite the subject matter, these are 
“very slick and amusing, with bits of irony thrown in.” “Baylor’s 
blend of industrial-strength white noise soundtracks and uncan- 
nily visceral images of anger, passion, anguish and morality leave 
a chilling, indelible impression.” “I like the fact that, unlike most 
experimental shorts, something actually happens in these (even 
if you can’t always tell what’s going on).” “Well done, but depress- 
ing.” “The overall acting is pretty weak. They are obviously 
friends of the filmmaker.” “Peculiar but appropriate music by 
White Slug, Another Headache and Splintered.” Three dead 
bodies. Two breasts. Cast: Sophie Baylor, E. McEwan, S. 
Mackenzie, Richard Munn, Mick Brummitt, Julia Coates, 
Kayce Harding, Kelly Hodge. Writer: Dave Bourgoin. [To 
order, send $14 to Richard Baylor, PSC 41, Box 1621, APO AE 
09464. 1991.] Overall rating: 83. 


DE SPERATE TEENAGE LOVEDOLLS 


“Shoddy” “teensploitation” about two teenage runaways, 
Jennifer Schwartz and Hilary Rubens, who dream of 
becoming rock stars, so they beat up a hippie street musician 
and steal his guitar, then walk around goofing off and dealing 
with “disapproving parents and mental health professionals,” 
until they're “taken advantage of” by “convincing slimeball” 
Steve McDonald, “the world’s youngest, lamest producer,” 
who makes them into megastars. Tracy Lea joins them when 
they form their “awful” band, the Lovedolls, which “looks like 
strung-out Go-Go’s and sound like the Beach Boys.” But they 
kill a member of a tough all-girl Venice, California gang called 
The She-Devils, and the gang comes looking for revenge with 
knives. “Ain’t rock and roll hell?” “The best scene is when the 
girls exact revenge on their rapist sleazeball manager by 
slipping him ‘some tootski he’ll never forget.” “The music, by 
a motley assortment of L.A. punk bands, is in perfect harmony 
with the film—crude, disposable, untalented, forgettable.” 





Jennifer Schwartz, Janet Housden and Hilary Rubens can’t 
sing, can’t play, can’t act, and the plot doesn’t make sense, but 
otherwise the all-girl punk-band saga Desperate Teenage 
Lovedolls is great. 


Lowest rating: 63 (White Noise, 1991; 


“Entertaining and fast-moving. The trashy humor works well. I 
even laugh at stupid stuff like someone’s mother played by a guy 
in drag.” “A very amateurish effort. Thank God the Lovedolls are 
no more. It does contain an (unintentionally) hilarious ‘bad trip’ 
sequence, probably the worst ever put on film.” “Apparently 


written on the fly, with the plot changing when characters 
inexplicably disappear (actresses quit?). All of this is rather 
endearing, however.” “Badly shot, acted, edited, and the sound 
quality stinks.” “This makes Corman look literate, big-budget 
and mainstream. Sample dialogue: ‘Thanks for killing my mom.’ 
‘Hey, no problem.” McDonald has the best line: “Listen, bitch, 
fame has a price.” Five dead bodies. Wooden stake in the heart. 
One explosion. Gratuitous “Stairway To Heaven.” Cast: Mike 
Glass, Janet Housden, Jeff McDonald, Kim Pilkington, 
Jordan Schwartz, Pam Douglas, Des Cadena, Phil Newman, 
Annette Zilinskas. Writers: David Markey, Jordan Schwartz, 
Jennifer Schwartz. Director: Markey. [To order, send $22.50 to 
We Got Power Films, 1223 Broadway #314, Santa Monica, CA 
90404. 1984.] Overall rating: 80. 


puss BUCKET 
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“Shoddy, sloppy” “sacrilegious saga of devotion and pus 
collection,” an “unusual combination of gross-out story and rock 
opera.” Two hillbillies, “angry, intense” Terrence Fleming (who 
“wipes his butt with the National Enquirer”) and “whiny” Eric 
Hammer (“the worst”), “about the scuzziest, grungiest people 


you'll ever see,” are 
Official Rating 


convinced by a beauti- 
System 


ful alien posing as the 
Virgin Mary that they 

100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 

94-89 Classic 


should “kill for Jesus.” 
The aliens intend to 
gather the pus from the 
decaying bodies and 


88-84 Excellent take it back to outer 
83-80 Decent space, where they need 
79.75 Watchable it for energy. “Carnage, 

: weirdness, and some 
74-65 Pathetic very odd musical num- 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo bers ensue.” “This 


thing is as weird as 
they come. Religious 
imagery is constant 
and overpowering. It 
contains UFO’s, tele- 
vangelism, murder, 
ESP, an urban safari, 


Underground Records 


Highest rating: 94 
(My Sweet Satan, 1993). 


Out of Band Experience, 1992). 


S&M, cannibalism—something for all of us.” “Director Lisa 
Houle tries for Texas Chainsaw meets Rocky Horror, and fails.” 
“Houle’s splicy, let’s-follow-everyone-around-and-piss-on-the- 
tripod style probably does a bit to help the film.” “This is a frantic 
mess of half-baked ideas, grotesquely exaggerated styles and 





Hillbillies Terrence Fleming and Eric Hammer are two of the scuzziest 
sickos you'll ever meet, in the unfocused weird-as-they-come Puss Bucket. 


unamusing hillbilly parody.” “The extremely grainy black-and- 
white makes this look like it was filmed by George Melies in 1908, 
but that actually makes this a bit more interesting to watch.” 
“Geez, you'd think these people could spell ‘pus.” “Let’s just call 
it worst of breed. One quirky technique did register and linger: 
the consciously out-of-synch dialogue—about as compelling as 
watching someone pick away at a particularly nasty scab.” “This 
film continues the trend of ‘voiceover’ dialogue, which is inexcus- 
able. The Jazz Singer was done in 1927.” “I enjoyed the soundtrack 
music by Sisyphus, Autopsy, Skullfuck, Hemroid Hank, Lust 
Wall and more.” “Great song by Antfarm: ‘I Was Born in East 
Buttfuck.” Nine dead bodies. One breast. Cast: Madeline 
Virbasius (“striking,” “fine portrayal” as “cherub-faced” alien 
Ma@’er, posing as the Virgin Mary), Steven Deal (“bad” as the 
newsman), Ultra Lavish (“enormously talented,” “goriest vic- 
tim” as Bambi), Steve Greene (“brilliant” as TV reverend Steve), 
Brian Sullivan (Ludwig Eisburgh), Gina Cammarotta, Evelyn 
Rosa (Gina Rosa), Onyx Coale (Fluffy). [To order, send $31.95, 
with a statement that you’re 18 years or older, to Film Threat 
Video, P.O. Box 3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078. 1991.] Overall 
rating: 78. 


LOVE BITES 


> 6 


“Primitive” “stinker” of a “porno movie without the porno,” 
“an all-gay vampire movie shot like a sitcom,” starring “shallow, 
uninteresting” Tom Wagner as a clean-cut West Hollywood 
vampire hunter who talks a male prostitute, “reluctant, sex- 
starved” Christopher Ladd (“the worst”), into helping him kill 
a 347-year-old Count, played by the “campy” Kevin Glover, “a 
sort of cut-rate Frank Langella” who also serves as producer and 
writer. Instead, Wagner ends up falling in love with him. “Groan.” 
“A love story that would make Jerry Falwell burst an artery.” 
“The gay theme is ‘played straight,’ as it were, by placing it 
matter-of-factly into a fairly routine vampire story. It has a fair 





amount of charm and wit.” “Not sure whether this is a spoof, a 
metaphor, or a gay diversion. No matter. It’s crude, amateurish, 
contrived and adolescent.” “Ladd is either outstanding in his 
campy role, or he is incredibly corny. Maybe it’s a gay thing.” 
“Loads of dumb sexual innunedos like, ‘Sure wish that Count 
would suck on me!” “The sets are abominable 
and unbelievable.” Minority opinion: “The 
direction and editing of this gay version of 
Love at First Bite is excellent for a video 
effort, and the writing is generally first- 
rate.” One dead body. Cast: Bernard Barnes 
Jarvis (“almost passable,” “endearing” as 
the “hunchback, bug-eating caretaker of the 
vampire master,” Manfield), Erich Lange 
(lover). Director: Marvin Jones. [To order, 
send $23.95 to Eclectic Video, 7275 Franklin 
Ave. #210, Hollywood, CA 90046. 1988. ] Over- 
all rating: 76. 


Ne SKIN OFF MY ASS 


”» 6 


“Tedious” “grainy cinema verite” “por- 
nographic homo home movie” about an “ar- 
ticulate, disaffected gay hairdresser” (writer/ 
director Bruce La Bruce) who falls hope- 
lessly in love with Klaus Von Brucker, a 
bisexual “zombie skinhead with an affinity 
for water, dog collars, chains and safety pins” 
after picking him up in a Toronto park. La 
Bruce tries to make Von Brucker his love slave, but the skinhead 
gets away and visits his lesbian street-vandal sister, G.B. Jones, 
who lets her punkette friends kick and abuse him and urges him 
to “admit youre a fag and go let this hairdresser take care of you” 
so she can make a film about it. The skinhead goes through 
yuppies, hookers, and every sort of gay “master” as he tries to 
“find himself.” Then he fulfills the hairdresser’s fantasies in a 
sequence that heterosexuals find “excruciating” and 
“unwatchable.” “As far as New Queer Cinema goes (and I’m no 
homophobe), it’s all too pretentious.” “Fairly well-done homo- 
erotica.” “The cheesy, sleazy black-and-white photography gives 
a good portrait of the gay underworld.” “The camera unabashedly 
hangs in there, even through the grimmest parts—amateur 
nipple-piercing (agghh!) and awkward homosexual fellatio.” “Von 
Brucker is so relentlessly vacant he could be another Joe 
D’Allesandro.” “This is obviously intended to shock, with shots of 
tit-piercing, blow jobs, mutual jackoffs, queer French-kissing, 
shrimping, boot licking and toilet tongueing. Nice try!” “What a 
piece of shit! Somebody shoot Bruce La Bruce in the nuts.” “I’ve 
never seen toilet worship before. I hope I never see it again. Flying 
body fluids. Hideous.” “The writing occasionally achieves a cer- 
tain trashy elegance: ‘Since I discovered skinheads, my heart’s 
just not in it [hairdressing] anymore.” “Some good music—a 
couple of songs by Nico, the late deep-voiced German singer 
associated with The Velvet Underground, and a punk-ska ver- 
sion of Nancy Sinatra’s ‘These Boots Are Made For Walking.” 
Minority opinion: “Done with intelligence, a sense of humor, and 
a pervasive warmth and sympathy. What Andy Warhol should 
have been filming, but much better than his stuff.” Jones has the 
best line: “if you’re a skinhead, you’re stupid. And if you’re a 
queer, you're smart. It’s a simple rule for kids to remember.” 
Peanut-butter toe sucking. Butt-smooching. Cast: Caroline 
Azar, Laurel Purvis, Kate Ashley. [To order, send $27.85 to 
Strand Releasing, 8033 Sunset Blvd., Suite 4002, Los Angeles, 
CA 90046. 1990.] Overall rating: 70. 





Members of the Underground Committee are Vicky Bowles, Managing Editor of The National Examiner, Lantana, Fla.; 
Michael Edington, alternative music buyer for a record store, Sicklerville, N.J.; Roger Hippert, lawyer, New Ulm, Minn.; Ken 
Kish, printer, Berea, O.; George Maranville, video producer, Lexington, Ky.; Richard Maxwell, security consultant, 
Milwaukee; Gem McCann, college student, Republic, Mo.; George Mosley, computer analyst, Vancouver, B.C.; Nick Murray, 
computer engineer, Columbus, O.; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, Palo Alto, Calif.; J. Parker, real estate 
appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; John Phelan, research assistant/graduate student in cell biology, Irving, Tex.; and Wynn Winberg, 


videotape editor, Arlington, Tex. 


Nony Bennett 
y tee an inter- 
view to Hennessy 
Jazz Notes recently 
in which he talked 
about the difference 
between starting 
out in music forty 
years ago and today. 
“We had an age of 
individualism,” he 
says, “when every- 
body contributed 
and everybody was 
respected. I’m not 
just being nostalgic. 
There were as many 
stars as the whole universe. Everybody had a chance 


to make it. This still persists, but it’s covered over by 


vast marketing, by the money guys who make some- 
one popular for two albums, make them 
go platinum, and then get rid of them. 
They'll take some kids, some rock band 
that looks wonderful with all this energy, 
and they'll put them in a big show and for 
the first minutes they’re pretty terrific. 
But because they don’t have the season- 
ing, they're repetitive, they don’t have 
the nuance, change of pace, all the little 
tricks. It takes years to learn how to walk 
on the stage right. It takes years to know 
how te be a really good performer. .. . I 
just hope some good kids will get a break. 
Years ago people really helped one an- 
other. I’m not talking about a Utopia, and 
not that there weren’t problems in those 
days. But if you were a young artist, the 
agents and the managers would say, ‘This 
is a diamond in the rough. Let’s hone this. 
Let's work on this.’ Today the agents and 
producers are like insurance companies. 
They want it finished. They want some- 
thing they can collect. They don’t want to 
vo through the struggle to give someone 
a break. When I first went to Columbia 
Xecords, they took a chance with me. 
Mitch Miller and Percy Faith said, “This 
guy’s got something. Let’s keep working on it.’ And 
it evolved into singing with Count Basie, Gene 
Krupa, Bill Evans, Ralph Burns and Stan Getz. I’ve 
had the greatest musical adventure someone could 
ever dream of because someone gave me a break.” 
Hennessy Jazz Notes, published by the cognac people 
and edited by our friend Michael Bourne, is a little 
four-page quarterly available free by writing to: 
Hennessy Jazz Notes, c/o PIMS New York, P.O. Box 
871, New York, NY 10159-8071. 
e 
The underground filmmakers of New York’s 





GRapevine 


... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the ou€-of-the-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 
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Lower East Side are 
revolting against 
the powerful film 
czars of the Upper 
West Side. Every 
spring the Film So- 
ciety of Lincoln 
Center sponsors 
something called 
the New Directors/ 
New Films series, 
and billsit as a “dis- 
covery” series for 
works that have 
been ignored by the 
mainstream. But 
the true under- 
ground filmmakers say that their films have been 
ignored by Lincoln Center for years, and that they 
are routinely excluded from consideration, probably 





Big Tony in The Oscar. 


for taste reasons. The result: the first New York 
Underground Film & Video Festival, held at the 
same time as the Lincoln Center festival, but down- 
town in the gritty punk-club-infested areas around 
Second Avenue. Among the offerings were the New 
York premiere of Jim Van Bebber’s My Sweet 
Satan, his graphic study of the Ricky Kasso devil- 
worship murder/suicide case; the world premiere of 
Chicken Hawk: Men Who Love Boys, a documentary 
on the guys who want the statutory rape laws 
abolished; the world premiere of animator Bill 
Plympton’s live-action debut, J. Lyle; the New York 


premiere of Jeff Arsenault’s Night Owl, starring 
John Leguizamo; the world premiere of Aswang, a 
horror film about vampires that suck unborn fetuses 
from pregnant women; and Passin’ It On, John 
Valadez’ documentary on Dhoruba Bin Wahad, 
the Black Panther leader who was questionably 
imprisoned for 19 years. For filmmakers who want to 
get in on next year’s event, 5 WEE Todd Phillips, 
Festival Director, New 
York Underground 
Film & Video Festival, 
155 W. 70th St., Suite 
12C, New York, NY 
10023. 
€ 

Serious beer drink- 
ers drink American beer 
only, and serious Texas 
beer drinkers drink 
Lone Star and only Lone 
Star (Joe Bob’s pre- 
ferred beer for onscreen 
consumption). And 
some people are so de- 


THE NATION. 


voted to the fabled San ee biew that they’y ve 


banded together to form Club Lone Star. The mem- 
bership application reads as follows: “I, being of 
sound mind, body and legal drinking age, promise to 
uphold the integrity of the Lone Star Beer Club by 
vowing to consume Lone Star, Lone Star Light and 
Lone Star Bock beers in public. Failure will result in 
termination of club membership, and besides that, 
we won't like you.” If you really want to take the Lone 
Star oath, learn the Lone Star handshake, get the T- 
shirt, the handbook, and the monthly newsletter, 
send $8 for a membership, or $18 for a membership 
and a shirt, to: Shannon Moritz, 3840 Far West 
#108, Austin, TX 78731. 
« 

Victory in Canada! George Mosley, the sole 
Canadian member of Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In 
Experts, is the Vancouver computer analyst who 
had several tapes from the Underground Committee 
seized by Canadian Customs. They eventually gave 
back all the tapes except the Jim Van Bebber devil- 
worship docudrama My Sweet Satan, ruling it ob- 
scene and unsuitable for import. But Mosley insisted 
on appealing. “When I contacted the local Customs 
and Excise office on the phone and talked to Scen- 
ery Slater, the officer apparently responsible for 
holding the film, she bent over backwards to be 
helpful,” George writes. “Ever courteous, she ad- 
vised me as to the appeal procedure, warning me 
unofficially that my chances were slim, and even 
gave me a name to contact at the Provincial Film 
Classification Office (they hate being referred to as 
the Censor Board) where they had sent My Sweet 
Satan for a second opinion. At any rate, to make a 
long story short, about two weeks ago I received 





notification in the mail that after further review, My 
Sweet Satan was deemed not to meet the criteria for 
prohibition and would be released to me forthwith. It 
finally arrived this week. I watched it, filled out my 
review sheet, and I’ve sent it on home to Dallas.” 
And, as if that’s not amazing enough, George also got 
a full refund of the customs duties he was charged for 
the other five =e George’s explanation: “Some- 
thing must have sunk 
in. One small step for 
mankind, eh?” 
€ 

Legal Action Com- 
ics is billed as “T'wenty- 
Four Pages of Fun, 
Thrills and Blatant 
Copyright Violation!” as 
Danny Hellman does 
his own versions of Su- 
perman (Lois forces 
Clark to marry her, but 
she doesn’t survive the 
man-of-long-steel’s 
wedding night, and 


Lather faveite a =a enema) and Cosby 


(Cosby’s daughter is gang-raped and gives birth to 
something that looks like a mulatto Bart Simpson, so 
Cosby and son comb the streets of Springfield, Mas- 
sachusetts, blowing away people with cartoonish 
faces). It’s very well drawn, very funny, and in 
extremely bad taste. It goes for $1.50, payable to: 
Danny Hellman, P.O. Box 901, Old Chelsea Station, 
New York, NY 10113-0901. 
€ 

Hodags and Hodaddies is a great compendium 
of sick underground comics, like Steven Cerio’s 
story of a man who swallows a duck fetus and 
becomes a disgusting mutant cannibal, the continu- 
ing adventures of a Chinese mystic in an iron lung 
(by Redhooks), and about 15 other chronicles of 
weirdness in each issue. This 32-pager is published 
by a collective of cartoonists, with members trading 
off editor duties, and they explain the name this way: 
“Born of an unholy union of one Hodag (an alter- 
nately ferocious or melancholy beast reputed to 
roam the woods of northern Wisconsin) and one 
Hodaddy (a beachgoer who claims to surf but doesn’t), 
fashioned from the humble materials of pirated 
stats, cut-rate Xeroxes, stolen envelopes, and the 
almighty Uhu Stic, tempered by two puppet pot- 
latches and fourteen monthly issues, this one-time 
rag-and-bones periodical has, with the help of the 
modern corporate techniques of collectivization and 
high finance, evolved into the mammoth all-eclips- 
ing, staple-laden publication-man-of-war you now 
hold in your frail, shaking hands.” It’s available 
eight times a year, for $2 an issue, from: Hodags and 
Hodaddies, P.O. Box 901, Old Chelsea Station, New 
York, NY 10113-0901. 
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How come everybody believes everybody else is blind? 


You're Right, I Didn't See It 


FE or thousands and thou- 
sands of years, the best 
kind of testimony you could 
have in a courtroom was (all 
together now)... 

Eyewitness testimony. 

So what happened? 

This is now the least- 
trusted testimony in a court- 
room. | 

You can have a guy take 
the witness stand, say, “Yes, 
that’s the man that robbed 
me. That’s his face, his eyes, 
his hair. That’s the way he 
walks. Yes, that’s him. I rec- 
ognize him.” And it means 
practically nothing. Juries 
all over America say to them- 
selves, “Well, okay, he thinks 
that’s the man, but he could 
be mistaken.” 

And you know what juries do trust? 

Circumstantial evidence. The kind that used to 
be considered the worst evidence. Where a lawyer 
gets up and says, “Well, we know he was in the drug 
store at 2:25 p.m., and we know he was two blocks 
away at the gas station at 2:35, and we know the 
crime occurred at 2:28 between the drug store and 
the gas station.” 

And this actually proves nothing. But the jury 
hears this and they go, “Great! Cold hard facts!” 

When did we start assuming our eyesight is 
always wrong? 

You see the same thing in professional sports, 
where they use instant-replay cameras. The only 


Your honor. 


| am 


absolutely 


esi tively 
# ertqin that 


he js Yhe man: 





- 


Victory Over 


“The Kanopolis Drive-In in Kanopolis, Kansas, 
the only drive-in between Topeka and Dodge City, 
still has its original forty-ton steel screen, its 
original window speakers, a low $3.50 admission 
price, and old-fashioned carbon-rod projectors, cre- 
ating a brighter image than modern projectors. 


Not only that, but Tony Blazina, the man who built 
the drive-in in 1951, still operates the projector. 
The screen is built from parts of eight oil derricks 
and 300 pounds of welding rods. On its opening 
day, May 15, 1951, the feature was The Red Stal- 
lion, and on its 40th anniversary, May 29, 1992, 
the feature was The Wizard of Oz. The only time 










reason they do this is 
that they assume the 
professional referee 
does not see what he 
thinks he sees. 

Actually, an in- 
stant replayisathou- 
sand times worse 
than what the referee 
saw. Because the 
camera only records 
thirty frames per sec- 
ond. Everything be- 
tween those frames 
can’t be seen at all. 
But the referee’s eye 
saw everything in 
continuous motion. 
He could actually be 
right, but the camera 
image could make it 
look like he’s wrong. But we trust the camera, and we 
do not trust him. 

So what I wanna know is, what happened? 

Did our eyesight get worse than it was a thou- 
sand years ago? 

Did we just start lying about what we see? 

Did we lose our knack for making eyewitness 
identifications? 

Does nobody really look at anybody’s face any- 
more? 

Why is it that if we say, “That’s the man I saw,” 
somebody else always says, “Well, that’s the man you 
think you saw”? 

If you have any theories, let me know. I’m fresh 
out. 


Communism! 


Tony has ever been away from his theater is 
during the three weeks during 1992 when he was 
recuperating from surgery for throat cancer. The 
Kanopolis can hold 170 cars, Tony’s wife Olga still 
takes the tickets at the gate, and it’s the only 
profitable drive-in in America located in a town 
this small (population 600). Jim Kanady of 
Hutchinson, Kathryne Perney of Salina, Marion J. 
Schroll of Topeka, Fred Rich of Kansas City, Mo., 
Robert S. Lauderdale of Independence, Mo., Andy 
Bagley of Kansas City, Mo., and Barbara McDonald 
of Columbia, Mo., all remind us that, with eternal 
vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 





All right, go ahead, shoot me... 


| Love Ratings 


like Nielsen ratings. 

I don’t know anybody else who likes ratings, 
but I like em. I think they’re healthy. 

I currently appear ( 
on the lowest-rated | 
show on the networks, 
so I know what I’m 
talking about. I’m ona 
show that’s doing so : 
pitiful that people turn r 
it offan hour early, just 
to make certain their 
screen is blank when 9 
o'clock on Tuesday 
night rolls around. 

There are Lithuanian ee 
cooking shows with | 
better ratings. 

Still, I like ratings. 
I think ratings are 
great. And you know 
why? 

Because the pro- 
ducers of this show will 
be forced to either change it drastically, or take it off 
the air. And I could live with either solution. What I 
can’t live with is just saying, “Oh, well, people aren’t 
watching. We'll try to do better.” 

This is what newspapers do—not all newspa- 
pers, but a lot of newspapers. They have some 
feature that nobody is reading, but they don’t take it 
out. They say, “Well, we'll punch it up. We’ll use 
more art with it. We'll flesh it out a little more.” In 
other words, they do half-measures, instead of going 
to whoever is writing the goldang thing and saying, 
“You either build an audience for this feature or 
youre fired.” 

No newspaper columnist ever got fired for being 
boring. 

But it happens all the time in TV. The only thing 
more real than a TV rating is alive comedy audience. 
If the audience laughs, you win. If they don’t, you 
lose. It’s the purest form of ratings in the history of 
the world. 

So why does everyone hate ratings? 

Let’s put it another way. Why would you even 
want your show to stay on the air if nobody is 
watching it? It’s always amazing to me that some- 
body who is ninety-fourth in the ratings will keep 
trying to beat a dead horse, taking meetings at the 
network, trying to convince the big hoohaw studio 


execs that they'll have better scripts next season, 


and if only they could get moved to Thursday night 


/ 











instead of Wednesday, they’d “find our audience.” 


And maybe, once in 9,000 times, something like this 


happens. But, in general, if you have a show people 
want to see, people will find the show. And 
if you put out dog doo-doo, people will avoid 
the show. Bore people for more than about 
two minutes, and they'll zap you into oblivion 
and never come back. 

Fortunately, I also appear on one of the 
highest-rated shows, but it’s on cable, which 
doesn’t really count. The ratings on cable 
are divided up so many different ways that 
17,000 people have highly-rated shows. But 
it’s still better than having no ratings. Oth- 
erwise, it’s like continuing to tell the same 
bad jokes to an audience that walked out on 
you two years before. It’s like preaching to 
empty chairs. 

In other words, I still believe in the old- 
fashioned idea that the people are always 
right. I don’t believe that there are great 
artistic statements that the people don’t 
appreciate. I think that if it’s great, the 
people will accept it. It might take em a 
while, but they'll accept it. 

It’s the people who don’t believe in ratings that 
we should worry about. In the early days of this 
column, when it was a lot more controversial than it 
is now, three different newspaper editors decided to 
have local “Should We Cancel Joe Bob?” write-in 
campaigns. They put coupons in the paper, and the 
readers were supposed to say “Get rid of Joe Bob” or 
“Keep Joe Bob,” as a primitive kind of ratings sys- 
tem. 

I won all three contests. The closest one was 
about 80 per cent for me, 20 per cent against. 

All three newspapers cancelled my column. 

Democracy is a scary thing, ain’t it? 


Call Now 1-800-55-TROMA 


for the Exclusive Troma Trailer Tape 
and receive as a Special Bonus 


“| Love Toxie” sticker e Two issues of The Troma Times 
Autographed Troma movie poster e Official Toma Diploma 
Exclusive audio cassette of Troma Tunes and Theme Songs 


or 


Ps 


/ 


send Check or Money Order to: 


TROMA SYSTEM 
Radio City Station 
P.O. Box 486 
New York, NY 10101-0486 


Only $24.99 
(add $5.95 S&H) 


Visa/MC/Amex 
accepted 


For Tromabilia catalog only send $3 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery ¢« NYS residents add sales tax 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Your column has 
been a fixture around 
our house for a couple 
of years and in most 
cases you are right, but 
your scope on Sam 
Kinison is dead wrong 
and you owe a lot of 
people an apology. We 
are not exactly 
“straight” people—I 
was a burglar at 16, a “renowned” writer at 23 with 
a novel about black magic and rock and roll under my 
belt, my wife is a drop-dead gorgeous former topless 
dancer and stripper whose taste in music runs to- 
ward Enya and Cowboy Junkies and whose taste in 
movies runs toward barbarian slut films and whose 
former stage act included whipping herself on stage 
with a whip dipped in theatrical blood... 

We met Sam Kinison at a party in Santa Monica 
at one point and we found him vain, arrogant, 
narcissistic, a bully of both men and women, self- 
centered, racist, ugly, vicious and smelly. He didn’t 
scream all the time because he was sensitive and 
injured by the world, he screamed because he couldn't 
stand not getting attention. We literally hugged 
each other and jumped up and down in the kitchen 
when we learned he had been killed in an auto 
accident. It was like getting reassurance that there 
is a God. 


2 
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Best wishes, 
K&C 
Columbus, O. 
Dear K & C: 
We’re all the same. None of us are any worse than 
the others. 
Maybe some day you'll figure this out. 





R.1.P. 


Delta Drive-In 
Morley, Missouri 


Republican Alert! The Delta Drive-In, on 
Highway 61 near Morley, Missouri, is being 
slowly ripped down by area residents who want 
scrap lumber. What is this, a town of zombies or 

something? The Delta was erected in 1949 by 
Earl Ferrell of Sikeston, who sometimes filled it 
to its 300-car capacity during his famed dusk-to- 
dawn shows in the sixties. It’s now the home of 
an auto salvage company—a graveyard, in other 
words. Let history record that the last movie to 
be seen there was Desperately Seeking Susan. 
Barbara McDonald of Columbia reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it could happen here. 





2 ADVICE 


to the Hopeless 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Me and my boy- 
friend, Daniel P. Jones, 
are sharing a subscrip- 
tion to your newsletter, 
because it’s PC, you 
know, saving trees and 
whatnot. Besides, we’re 
both cheap. We get along 
so much better since 
we're not in love. 

My other ex-boy- 
friend, Bruce the telephone man, is another story, 
though. My friend Kevin told me he’s the reason my 
face keeps breaking out, and that I’m not even to 
speak of him anymore. I didn’t talk to him for two 
weeks and it worked—not one zit! Then he left two 
messages about my ex-husband returning to me on 
my answering machine in one day, and I got a big zit 
on my nose. Now he just hangs up when I let the 
machine answer, and when I actually answered the 
phone yesterday, he hung up and I got a pimple on 
my temple. Whatis his strange power to clog women’s 
pores? My niece took a message from him, and her 
face broke out also. Have you ever heard of this 
happening? How do I stop it? 

My new boyfriend, John D., got a heat rash all 
over his body after we'd been seeing each other for a 
month, so now he can’t go outside, or do anything 
that might cause him to sweat. This has put a severe 
cramp in our relationship, but I’m hanging in there. 
We are truly the weird. 

Elizabeth S. Knight 
Jefferson, Tex. 





Dear Elizabeth: 

Love is a disease. 

A relationship is an epidemic. 

Marriage requires constant monitoring by the 
Center for Disease Control. 

Does this clear things up? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I spent Thursday and Friday with Cambodian 
and Vietnamese refugees and my students (who are 
working toward a B.S. in misery). About 1 p.m. 
Friday, I walked around the corner of a building on 
San Jacinto Street and stepped into a group of four 
or five Amerasians. I guess they could be classified as 
young adults. I stopped and we talked for awhile. 

Two of the students came over and in the next 
thirty minutes we determined that there were sev- 
eral infants and children in need of immunization 
and various other health-related services. As we left 
to arrange for what was needed, I took the notion to 
have one of my students take a picture of these young 
people and me. This is the point of the letter: 

There we were, a young woman whose mother 
was Vietnamese and father black American; the 
young woman’s seven-month-old daughter (father 
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Vietnamese); another young woman whose mother 
was Vietnamese and father white American; two of 
her children; a young man whose mom was Vietnam- 
ese and father white American; and a 48-year-old 
former Marine—standing there together in East 
Dallas having one photograph taken by a Baylor 
student. They really wanted their pictures taken— 
me too—all together. 

Now, this evening, I’m sitting here reading your 
piece on Lenny Bruce. I’m not sure how this all fits— 
but it does. Thank you. It helps. 

Charles Kemp 
Dallas 
Dear Charles: 

I guess you could say we’re all in this together, 
whether we like it or not, right? That’s what Lenny 
was up to, I think. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Your recent column seems like a real cry of pain 
under the humorous facade. If you had a serious 
facade would you be syndicated? Would you lengthen 
my life and lighten my days by making me laugh? 
No. 


I’ve been there with counseling. The reason it 
doesn’t work is obvious if you think about it. If 
somebody openly, honestly, in a straightforward 
manner and with a slight nasty edge on their voice, 
explains to you how youw’re sabotaging your relation- 
ship and ruining their life, what do you think about? 
What they’re saying, or what a jerk they are and how 
they are ruining your life? 

Charla and I have been fighting for seven years 
(and we met late in life). At Christmas 91 we came 
across this book which has made a really big differ- 
ence in our lives. It only cost $9.95 (actually my 
brother gave it to me). I’d been spending $50 a week 
for two years on therapy, and we were both getting 
more unhappy. At $200 a week we could have gotten 
that unhappy in six months. 

Anyway, check it out. [Enclosed article entitled 
“Dissatisfaction: A Mental Illness.” ] 

John Klein 
Oakland, Calif. 
Dear John: 

What youre saying, if I understand you, is “Don’t 
gripe—grope,” and your marriage will get better. Is 
this about it? 





This Week's Contest 


Donald Gardner of Yakima, Washington: “I 
have been a fan of sci-fi and horror films since the 
first late-late-late TV movies were aired in the fifties. 
A film stands out in my memory that will be very 
tough to locate. I have only seen the end of the movie 
and I don’t remember the title. I saw this movie on 
the Late Show in about 1957. A man and woman 
were shipwrecked on an island. The moss on the 
island grew on the bodies of the people. By the time 
a boat was near enough to see the people they were 


unidentifiable.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


Inthe February 21 issue, Marc Bristol of Duvall, 
Washington, asked about “a movie in the fifties or 
possibly very early sixties about some space travel- 
ers who landed on a planet that was all glaciers and 
ice caves. They were attacked by these ‘blue steel 
spiders’ and so the ones that survived got on their 
spaceship and returned home. It was horrible. .. . I 
believe it was in blue and white.” 

Due to the vagueness of the question, and the 
huge number of movies with similar settings, we 
counted two films as correct—Journey to the Sev- 
enth Planet and The Angry Red Planet. That gave us 
four correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 


drawing. And he is. 

Billy Ray Hollifield of Friendswood, Texas: 
“Well, I can think of four movies that this might be. 
Least likely is The Angry Red Planet, 1959. The only 
reason for this choice is the attack by the giant 
‘Cinemagic rat-bat-spider and the fact that all ofthe 
Mars ‘location shots’ were printed in a garish red. If 
Marc’s memory is playing tricks, he might be re- 
membering it as blue. The theme of not all of the 
astronauts returning applies here. More likely is 
Journey to the Seventh Planet, 1962, available on 
Congress Video. This John Agar thriller is a pretty 
dismal trip to Uranus. (Why is the Starship Enter- 
prise like a piece of toilet paper? They both circle 
Uranus looking for Klingons.) Lots ofroaming around 
in icy caves, but no steel spiders. They do shoot at a 
stop-motion one-eyed red cave monster, with ray- 
guns that use the time-honored method of making 
scratches on the film negative. They are battling a 
disembodied voice that makes Swedish showgirls 
appear and confuse the astronauts (not that difficult 
a trick, actually—the ‘confusing them’ part, I mean). 
Most likely is Battle of the Worlds (1964), with a 
confused Claude Rains presiding as an aging scien- 
tist trying to mastermind Earth defense against 
saucer attacks. Some nice space model work in this 
one. On the alien planet, there is action under- 
ground but it isn’t ‘icy—more like lots of thin bal- 
loons hanging around. At one point a guy drops ina 
pit and is surrounded by springing little metal spi- 
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ders. Blue is a predomi- 
nant color in many of the 
shots. Claude doesn’t 
make it. Also possible is 
First Spaceship on Ve- 
nus (1963). There is a 
similar scene of a guy 
dropping into a pit with 
bouncing metal insects. 
Only a few surviving as- 
tronauts return to Earth, 
to deliver a Euro-lecture 
against nuclear war (Ar- 
mageddon sick ofit, too).” 

Additional informa- 
tion came from our three runners-up... 

Gary Dean Murray of Dallas: “Journey to the 
Seventh Planet was made by Sidney Pink and also 
starred Greta Thyssen, Ann Smymer, Mimi Heinrich 
and Carl Ottosen. The film is about a space mission 
to Uranus, where the alien beings can read the 
astronauts’ thoughts and make a virtual reality of 
their fondest memories. The film, last time Isawit on 
late-night TV, was in horrible shape. It was in color 


















Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get B-movie favorite Hard To 
Die (a.k.a. Tower of Terror directed by Jim “Remove Your 
Tops, Please, Ladies” Wynorskifor only$10. Hurry! Offer expires 
May 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus ‘Hard To 
Die’ video—S$80 in foreign countries. 


2 Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


LI 


(For video only, send $19.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


OOKS Ordering information for any of 

Joe Bob's five books, 1990-94 bind- 
INDERS ers, or list of back issues available 
ACK ISSUES by writing to address below. 















Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug. . . 


Get One While They’re Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos?” — 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 





Hard to Pass Up ‘Hard To Die’ 


Limited offer! Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Hard To Die’ for only $10! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 


but the print was so bad 
that the whole flick did 
kinda look like blue and 
white. The climax of the 
film happens when the 
astronauts break through 
the virtual bubble and on 
to the actual surface of 
Uranus. The aliens they 
have to fight are like gi- 
ant spiders crossed with 
the Alien Queen. It’s not 
a bad film, even though 
most of the video guides 
hate it.” 

Stately Wayne Manor of Drexel Hill, Pennsyl- 
vania: “Bring back Cinemagic! This was the process 
developed by Norman Maurer (son-in-law of Stooge 
Moe Howard) to give Angry Red Planet its unique 
look. Actually it looked like someone shot slightly 
polarized black-and-white footage with a piece of red 
cellophane over the lens, but why quibble? And what 
a cast: leading man Gerald Mohr did his usual ‘poor 
man’s Bogart’ bit; Les Tremayne—who else?—played 
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‘the world’s foremost authority on 
space and rocketry; and Oscar 
winner Jack Kruschen was the 
typical lovable lunkhead from 
Brooklyn, dubbing his freeze gun 
‘Cleopatra’ because ‘you’re such a 
cool doll.’ Earth’s best doctors can’t 
cure a space fungus on Mohr’s 
arm, but crew member/love inter- 
est Iris Ryan (Nora Hayden) can— 
and she’s a zoologist! The notori- 
ous rat-bat-spider-crab was edited 
out of TV prints, for no apparent 
reason.” 

H.C. “Chuck” Hush of 
Poughkeepsie, New York: “The 
Angry Red Planet is a real piece of 
dreck. First off the title sounds 
like the opening line of a 
hemmorhoid cream commercial, 
and it doesn’t get any better from 
there. Apparently the producer(s) 
thought the garish filters would 
disguise the cheap-o sets. They 
didn’t.” 


Find That Flick’ Update 


Richard Gordon, Gordon 
Films, Inc., New York, N.Y.: “I 
would like to correct the errors 
that inadvertently crept into the 
letters concerning the Carry On 
series of films. The first film in the 
Carry On series was Carry On, 
Sergeant. Carry On, Admiral was 
a film produced several years ear- 
lier by an entirely different com- 
pany and had nothing to do with 
the series. It was released in the 
United States only as The Ship 
Was Loaded, not very successfully, 
and after the appearance of the 
Carry On series, the distributor 
switched back to the original title 
in order to cash in on the publicity. 
Since it had been the original title, 
the distributors of the series could 
not stop him. However, there were 
other attempts to cash in on the 
series by renaming unrelated films 
to deceive the public, most notably 
a film called Vampire Over Lon- 
don which was retitled Carry On, 
Vampire. Such efforts were 
stopped by court action taken by 
the producers and distributors of 





the series. The only legitimate 
Carry On films that were part of 
the series were those produced by 
Peter Rogers and directed by 
Gerald Thomas, who created the 
concept, starting with Carry On, 
Sergeant and continuing with 
some 25 to 30 other titles.” 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 


words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
Tick. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

Place a personal ad or message, | 

sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 

Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

forget your signature and expiration | 

date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 

able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

appear in approximately three weeks. | 

Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


| 8 
a eyem stolen 


OER hats 





Fanzines 


baby sue. Now bigger and harder . . . to 
understand. Sample $2. Subscription $12. 
Cash/checks to Fievet, Box 1111, Decatur, 
GA 30031-1111. 


Video Sales 


Saturday Matinee B-Movies—Horror, com- 
edy, mystery, westerns, serials and trail- 
ers. VHS only. Send $1 to: William Perkins, 
2900 Delk Road, Suite 700-222, Marietta, 
GA 30067. 


Miscellaneous 


Follow Leah & Louie’s adventures—cir- 
cling the globe in search of the tacky and 
sublime. Send $1 for catalogue: P.O. Box 
11262, Takoma Park, MD 20913. 

Jackie “The Joke Man” Martling, head 
writer of The Howard Stern Show has re- 
leased his first CD, The Joke Man, with 
seventy-eight burning minutes of his ma- 
chine-gun joke attack. $10 plus $3 shipping 
and handling. Call 1-800-239-9988 or send 
check or money order to O.H.R., Box 62, 
East Norwich, NY 11732. (New Yorkers add 
8.25% sales tax.) 


Video Trades 


Let’s trade videos! Send want/have lists 
to Robin. I love Japanimation, horror and 
“weird stuff”! 223 Avenue E. North, Saska- 
toon, S7L-1R6 Canada. 
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